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Vinegar Boy 
by Mr_Customs_ Man 


Summary 


This isn't your parent's A/B/O. 


Human evolution took a sharp turn; instead of following the pseudo-wolf characteristics most 
A/B/O stories have, this story takes inspiration from bees. Humans don't have packs. They 
have hives, with betas and alphas orbiting one omega, their leader. All hives need an omega. 
It isn't a hive without one, which puts James Potter in a bit of a pickle. His hive consists of 
four alphas, a beta, and... zero omegas. 


Luckily for him, Severus Snape is an omega. 


THIS FIC WILL BE DELETED ON DECEMBER 21. 


Notes 


Alternative title: Bee Yourself 


Haha, I'm hilarious. 


Chapter 1 


Minerva McGonagall had come to truly love teaching. There was something profound, 
something amazing about watching a young child learn and grow into a capable adult. She 
liked her first year classes, liked to see their wide-eyed, open-mouthed expressions as she 
transformed in front of them for the first time. She liked her second years, liked how eager 
and bright-eyed they were, a little more confident than the previous year but still in wonder 
of everything around them. Her third years were starting to take shape, their baby-cheeked 
faces thinning and sharpening into their adult bodies. Her fourth years were taking on new 
responsibilities, shedding their childhood and entering a new world that awaited them. And 
her seventh years; hardly anything of the child remained of them, except perhaps that 
mischievous glint in their eyes. 


But her fifth years. Her sixth years. If there was ever a time Minerva thought about quitting, 
the blame could surely be laid at the feet of those little monsters. She tried to remember that 
she was young once, that the ravages of puberty left few unscathed, but it was difficult. They 
made it difficult, and more than once she wanted to tear her hair out. 


Most children began puberty around the ages of twelve or thirteen — cracking voices, breasts, 
pubic hair, and, of course, the acne — but they typically didn’t have their estarche until they 
were fifteen or sixteen; when omegas went into heat. There were, of course, a few outliers. 
Some started earlier, others later. 


Severus Snape was an outlier. 


Of course hes an outlier, Minerva thought as he slipped into her class smelling like honey, 
his long, tangled hair hiding his face. Eighteen years old, and only now experiencing his first 
heat. Minerva watched as Lily Evans parted her mouth, sucking in the scent until it stuck to 
the roof of her mouth, tasting it, feeling it. Her eyes grew wide, a thousand thoughts racing 
through her head, as she whipped her head around to stare at Snape. 


Hogwarts was not a traditional hive. It didn’t have any alphas, only its omega headmaster and 
its beta workers. This was by design, of course. Early humans lived in small bands or tribes, a 
hive, hardly numbering more than twenty at a time. They did not breed like rabbits or cats, 
producing litter and litter in hopes that a few might survive. In fact, half the hive would be 
born infertile— beta. Then there would be the alphas; several of them, in fact— five or six or 
seven. The hive’s elite warriors. All there to serve the hive’s single omega. 


Back then, omegas would be expected to have at least ten or so children, most of them beta, 
and a couple of omegas and alphas. Of course, this was before the invention of birth control; 
nowadays, with vaccines and grocery stores and all those other wonderful, modern amenities, 
people were living longer, more children were surviving to adulthood, and the human 
population hardly required its omegas to produce twelve or so children. Back in ancient 
times, a hive kept its betas. The betas were the heart of the hive, it carried on its traditions, its 
language, its knowledge-— they helped rear children and gathered food. But the alphas and 


omegas, the ones capable of breeding, were traded with other hives. Even back then, humans 
instinctively understood the dangers of inbreeding and took measures against it. 


But humans grew smarter. They built towns, and that was a little trickier, having more than 
one omega in a single place, and then there came cities and soon it became impossible to 
maintain traditional hives. Instead of sticking solely to one’s family, working and living 
completely within the confines of it, humans instead had to learn to work with other hives. 
Hives grew smaller; a hive might now constitute a handful of betas and one breeding pair. 
Very few hives grew big enough to contain more than one alpha. In fact, the only one 
Minerva knew — ifrumours were to be believed, and that was a very big if— were the Death 
Eaters. This Lord Voldemort or whatever that omega was calling himself, claimed to have 
more than a dozen alphas at his beck and call and an untold number of betas. Ridiculous. 
Minerva would believe it when she saw it. 


Most workplaces would not consider themselves a hive. Any alpha or beta or omega might 
go to work to an office, or a store, or some cushy job at the Ministry, and feel no familial tug 
towards their coworkers. But Hogwarts was different. They all lived here for nine months out 
of the year. It would be impossible to maintain their sanity without forming some semblance 
of a hive. Hence the no-alpha rule. They needed an omega — every hive needed an omega, it 
wasn’t a hive without one — but they could get by without any alphas. It was better without 
any alphas. No child wanted to see their teachers swarm. 


Still, Minerva wondered if the lack of alphas affected Albus. He favoured them, it was 
obvious, and he was unnecessarily harsh with the omega students. Thinking back on it, 
Minerva should have been able to guess what Snape was by Albus’s reaction to him alone. 
Something deep inside Albus had recognized Snape as a threat to his hive, even if the 
Headmaster hadn’t been consciously aware of it. But there was nothing omegaish about the 
Snape boy. Omegas were supposed to be charming, were supposed to draw people to them, 
and Snape did everything in his power to push them away. He fought viciously, like a child 
possessed, never holding back. And there was that smell, a sickly vinegar stench that clung to 
him instead of the sweet, sugary honey scent Minerva had come to associate with omegas. 
Alpha, Minerva had thought when she first met him. Hes going to be an alpha. 


Lily Evans— now, that was one she pegged for an omega. Lily was naturally charismatic. A 
social butterfly. She despised fighting, thought it barbaric. A typical omega. And Minerva 
wasn’t the only one to assume; James Potter — an alpha if there ever was one — had tried to 
swarm around her before he even knew what swarming was. So imagine their surprise when 
Lily returned to Hogwarts after Christmas break their sixth year smelling like an alpha. 


James Potter was heartbroken. 


Most modern hives no longer formed under the traditional family lines as before. Some of the 
old Pureblood families still made arrangements to trade their alphas and omegas, keeping 
their betas at home, but most young people started forming their own hives at school, giving 
themselves silly little nicknames like Death Eaters and Marauders. James Potter made a 
serious blunder when he started building his own hive way back in his first year. 
Traditionally, it wasn’t an alpha’s job to build a hive, nor did they typically start so young, 
but James Potter had just met his new best friends and he wanted them to be a hive. Lily 


would be their omega, James an alpha, maybe even Sirius Black too, and Remus Lupin and 
Peter Pettigrew would be their betas. 


Well, Peter Pettigrew did present as beta, and James Potter was an alpha. But so was Sirius 
Black. And Remus Lupin. And Lily Evans. Now James had a hive with four alphas, one beta, 
and no omegas. It was quite possibly the most ridiculous hive Minerva had ever seen. A hive 
like that couldn’t survive; it needed more betas and, most of all, an omega, and all of James’s 
omega classmates had formed their own hives already. That's what you get for assuming, 
Minerva thought to herself. The only thing left for the Marauders to do was break up, go their 
separate ways, and try to join a pre-existing hive. 


James Potter was well aware of the predicament he was in. He maybe, sort of, put the cart 
before the horse when forming the Marauders, but in all honesty who ever thought Lily 
Evans would turn out to be an alpha? Even Lily, herself, assumed she would present as 
omega! James had thought the Marauders were done for, that all of his hard work would be 
thrown out the window, when the answer to his prayers suddenly appeared in Transfiguration 
class, wrapped up in a sweet-smelling, greasy-haired package. 


Snivellus was an omega. Snivellus! And James had been so sure he was an alpha. James had 
made allowances in case Sirius turned out to be an alpha, but such a small hive couldn’t 
support a third even if James wanted the ugly git to join the Marauders, which he most 
certainly didn t. He had to drive Snivellus away if he wanted Lily as their omega. Merlin, 
James wanted to bash his own head against his desk. Stupid, stupid, stupid. 


“T don’t care if he is an omega! I’m not getting my dick anywhere near him!” Sirius cried 
vehemently, crossing his arms and glaring at the others as if they were threatening to toss him 
into a pit filled with scorpions. 


“What other options do you have, Siri?” James demanded. “All the other omegas are taken, 
and if you don’t want your mother to sell you to this Tom guy she keeps going on about 
you’ve got to find another one to bond with and fast.” 


Sirius kept shaking his head, looking a little wild-eyed. Peter groaned from where he was 
slumped against the floor. “But Snape?” He wailed. “I bet he’s one of those omegas who 
treats betas like house-elfs!”” 


“He doesn’t have betas! The bastard is too unlikeable!” Sirius said. 


James rubbed his forehead. He loved these idiots. He wanted them all to stay together, and he 
was determined to see it happen even if it meant fucking Snape within an inch of his life. 
Why couldn’t the others see that? “Anything you’d like to share with the class, Moony?” 
James said as he rubbed his eyes. 


“Eh, Snape’s not that bad looking,” Remus said with a shrug as he idly looked over the 
Marauder’s Map. “He’s very... intense.” 


Sirius stared at Remus in open-mouthed horror. “Please don’t tell me you’re actually want to 
fuck Snape?” 


Remus shrugged again. “Well, if we don’t, Evans most certainly will.” He turned the map 
around to show the others. The dot labeled Severus Snape was — where else? — in the library, 
and from the looks of it Lily Evans was in hot pursuit. 


James swore under his breath. Lily had flirted with the idea of being their omega, but when 
she presented as alpha, she had informed James, “Well, the Marauders isn't really a hive, is 
it? I have to keep my options open, James. I can’t just wait around while you wish for an 
omega to fall into our laps.” 


If Lily got to Snape first, she might not be too keen on sharing him with James and the 
others. She might try to form her own hive. They had to stop her. 


Severus kept his head down as he made his way to a back table, far, far away from everyone 
else. People kept stealing glances at him, looking over him speculatively. Hives that were too 
big to sustain themselves were now considering breaking in half and swarming around him. 
Ugh. As if he would let them. Merlin, why couldn’t he be a beta? Or an alpha? Then he could 
go on with his life without anyone bothering him. That’s all he wanted: to be left alone. 


He had never had a hive. Eileen wasn't what one would call a traditional omega. She moved 
from place to place, mating with lone alphas, and then abandoning any children conceived to 
be raised by their fathers. She might come back and stay for a year or two before leaving 
again; sometimes she might even bring home a beta, and Severus would start to wonder: is it 
happening? Will we be a proper family? A proper hive? But on some morning, months later, 
he’d come down the stairs to find an empty house, his father passed out drunk in his chair, the 
door swinging open from where she had forgotten to close it on her way out. 


Severus didn’t need a hive. He had always done well for himself on his own. He didn’t need 
anybody, not his father, or his mother, or Lil— 


Severus jumped in his seat as Lily slid into the chair across from him, slightly out of breath 
and clutching her bag to her chest. 


“Hi,” she breathed. 
“Hi,” Severus parroted back, both of them staring at each other without knowing what to say. 


Ever since Severus presented, something strange had been smouldering in the pit of his 
stomach. It made him feel hot and uncomfortable, and the longer Lily stared at him the 
warmer it felt. If there was ever a person Severus had considered forming a hive with, it 
would have been Lily Evans. He didn’t care what her presentation was; if she had been alpha, 
beta, or omega, he would have followed her to the ends of the earth. What if she was an 
omega? Could a hive sustain two omegas? Just two omegas? Merlin, Severus would have 
tried for her. But then, after what happened at the lake— 


It was too late. 


They could never be friends again. 


Severus grabbed his books and made a dash for the exit. 

“Sev, wait!” Lily cried out as she followed him out of the library. 

“Get lost, Evans,” Severus snarled behind him as he hurried down an empty corridor. 
“We need to talk!” 


“About what?” He snapped, turning on his heel to face her, so fast that she nearly collided 
into him. “About the fact you have no omega?” He sneered at her. “Pretty, popular Lily Evans 
doesn’t have a hive. Oh wait, there’s that group of alphas that are always following you 
around. Why don’t you go swarm them?” 


“You don’t have a hive either!” Lily pointed out, her face flushing. 
“Why do you care? We’re not friends anymore. I don’t owe you anything.” 


Lily growled in frustration, pulling at her own hair. “Aargh! You’ve always been so stubborn! 
Even when we were kids! I swear you would cut off your nose just to spite your own face!” 


“T’m stubborn!? What about you! You always have to be right about everything! You can 
never admit when you’re wrong! At least I said I was sorry when I called you that word! 
When have you ever said sorry to me!?” 


Even after presenting, Lily did not carry herself like an alpha. She wasn’t tall or strong or 
aggressive, not a warrior willing to fight for her hive; but with a speed Severus had never 
known from her, she reached out and grasped Severus by his hips, pushing him forward until 
his back was against the wall. That hot, twisting sensation he felt in the pit of his belly 
simmered into a boil. Lily’s lips were inches from his own. “Sorry,” she hoarsely whispered. 
“I’m sorry. I should have protected you better. I’m not a very good alpha. I don’t know what 
I’m doing. I thought I should have— ’m—” 


She pulled one hand away from his waist to tangle into his hair, yanking his head down into a 
kiss. Severus felt himself melt into it, felt himself grow stupid, his legs parting on their own 
so that Lily could grind in between them. Something hard was pressing into his belly. Oh. 
That was new. He was fairly sure Lily hadn’t had that a few years ago. Well, then again, 
Severus had changed too. That spot within him ached; he felt wet and open and needy. 


Too much— I have to— I won t let her— Severus wrenched his eyes open — when had he closed 
them? — and blearily saw a figure running towards them in the distance. Severus jerked, 
dislodging Lily’s mouth when he realized it was James Potter, and that he had his wand out. 
“You’re in this together!” Severus shouted, shoving Lily away from him. “Fuck you! Get 
away from me!” 
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“No, wait!” Potter yelled after him, but Severus was already gone. 

He was so stupid. It didn’t matter if they were both alphas, Lily would never let Potter go. 
They can have each other, Severus bitterly thought as he scrubbed his mouth. He wanted 
nothing to do with any hive that contained James Potter, even if that meant he’d have to 


spend the rest of his life without Lily. /t doesn t matter. He didn’t want a hive anyway. It was 
safer this way. 


James had every intention of running after him. What he hadn’t anticipated was a small, 
slender hand grabbing the back of his robe and yanking him back with a surprising amount of 
force. The air was ripped out of his lungs as he landed hard on his back. His chest was 
burning, he struggled to take in a breath, and there was Lily leaning over him, pressing her 
knee into his chest. Her lip was curled in a snarl and for a second she looked every inch the 
alpha that she was. “You son of a bitch,” she growled, pulled back her fist and punched him 
in the face. 


All James could do was stare up at her in dazed confusion, trying to focus past the pain. “You 
think you could just waltz up and threaten my omega? My hive?” She hissed, and pulled back 
her fist again. 


Snape’s lingering scent was no longer sweet but had turned sour with fear. Like vinegar. Lily 
was reacting to it on pure instinct; the alpha in her was driven with the need to protect, to 
destroy. James almost wanted to laugh; Lily had never been swayed by her instincts, she’d 
always laughed at alpha posturing, and here she was now— a slave to her instincts, while 
James — James! — managed to keep his head cool. 


“Your omega?” James taunted. “You don’t smell like him. What? Didn’t he want to bond 
with you?” 


Ow. Bad idea, bad idea. James reeled back from another blow, his head bouncing against the 
floor. There were now two Lilys pinning him down, pulling back their arms to deliver 
another punch. Before she could bring her fist crashing down, a wave of force suddenly 
knocked her back. 


“What is going on here?” Professor McGonagall demanded and with another flick of her 
wand, James found himself balancing precariously on his own four feet. Huh. He was fairly 
certain he was only supposed to have two of those. He should probably go to the hospital 
wing. 


“Get control of yourselves! You’re acting like a pair of newly presented fifteen-year-olds!” 


»? 


“But Professor, he threatened my omega—!” Lily protested. 


Professor McGonagall leaned forward, getting right into Lily’s personal space, opened her 
mouth slightly, and sucked in a breath. Flehmen response, James thought stupidly, and then 
patted himself on the back for remembering his second-year biology course. Good job. At 
least you still have some brains rattling around in there. 


“That’s funny,” Professor McGonagall said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Because from 
what I can tell, you don’t have an omega.” 


Lily’s face flushed. “Not yet,” she stammered. “But he—” 


“Miss Evans,” McGonagall cut her off. “It’s the omega who chooses you, not the other way 
around. If Mr Snape doesn’t want to bond with you, that’s his choice.” She shot both of them 
a glare. “Twenty points from Gryffindor. Miss Evans, take Mr Potter to the infirmary, and 
know that I am very disappointed in the both of you.” 


Lily watched her leave, her face morose, and turned to James. “How’s your face?” She asked 
quietly. 


“Am I still handsome?” 


“You were never handsome, Four-Eyes,” she said and slung his arm around her shoulders. 
“Come on, let’s go.” 


“T wasn’t trying to scare him,” James said as they made their way slowly, painfully, to the 
hospital wing. 


“Yeah, uh-huh, and you thought running at him and waving your wand around would make 
him feel all safe and cuddly?” 


“Well, yeah, I was riding in to rescue him from you. You—” He pointed at one of the Lilys, 
hoping it was the right one. “Are disloyal! If we’re going to convince Snape to be our omega 
we have to do it as a united front. We’re a hive.” 


“Sev will never accept you,” Lily told him. “He hates you. If I’m ever going to have a chance 
with him, I can’t have you clinging to my coattails.” 


“Oh, I wouldn’t expect anything less from you,” James sneered. “After all, you dropped 
Snape pretty quickly on the off-chance of being my omega.” 


Lily flung his arm off of her shoulders. “I don’t care what McGonagall said. You can get to 
the infirmary on your own,” she snapped and stormed off, leaving James wobbling in the 
middle of the corridor. 


Anger burned through him. Fucking, two-faced bitch, he thought. But there was another part 
of him that worried that she was right. 


Omegas were rare; how likely was it that he would be able to find another one once he 
graduated Hogwarts? Especially with the Marauders in tow. Maybe... maybe he should try 
his luck on his own. Sirius and Peter sounded pretty unwilling. Maybe it would be better if 
the Marauders broke up. If it was just James, Snape might be more willing to give hima 
chance. Sirius was the one who tried to kill him after all, and James had been the one 

to rescue him. That must have stirred up some sort of friendly feelings inside Snape, right? 
If... If James could just cut Sirius loose. 


James slowly made his way to the hospital wing, his thoughts swimming. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Fun fact! QMP is a real thing bees produce! 


Smell was very important in a hive. Smell was what marked members as belonging to an 
omega. Orders were conveyed through smell. A hive with a happy omega, and all was well. 
Business as usual. A scared omega meant there was a threat, something that an alpha needed 
to eliminate for the safety of the hive. 


Snape was rather notorious for the pungent stench he gave off. A clear sign that said keep 
away! if there ever was one. That smell, and his sneering, unpleasant face and quick wand 
arm told everyone that this was not a kid you wanted to join your hive. Aggressive, probably 
an alpha, a loner. 


But now... now Regulus could taste all the subtle nuances that weren't there before. The 
vinegar smell remained — Keep away! Keep away! — but Snape was omega and even if he 
kept his mouth shut, his smell did the talking for him. Regulus could smell his fear, his wants, 
and it made him want to help, in whatever way he could as a beta. 


"Snape, open this door," Regulus called from the other side of his dormitory. "You can't stay 
in there forever." 


"Try me," came his muffled response. 


Regulus let his head thud against the door. Snape could be so damned childish at times. "If 
you don't come out, I'll get Rosier and Avery to break down the door." 


"It's enchanted." 


"The /ock's enchanted," Regulus corrected him. "The wood isn't. Think it can withstand two 
beaters and a homemade battering ram? Because those two are just itching to try it out." 


Snape must have thought about his chances because after a few seconds he threw open the 
door. He stood at the threshold, arms crossed, his lip curled back in a sneer. But his smell... 
"Sorry, Severus, you can't fool us anymore," Regulus said, a little sheepishly, as a blush 
crawled up Snape's throat. 


"What do you want?" Snape barked out, stepping away to let him inside. He moved over to 
sit on his bed, his entire being tense, as if ready for a fight. 


Regulus shoved his hands in his pockets. "I just wanted to see how you were holding up." 


"Because we're such good friends." 


"I've tried to be," Regulus said. "Despite your constant attempts to push me away. You can't 
say I haven't tried." 


Severus pursed his lips together. 


Regulus decided to push his luck. He walked over and flopped down on top of Snape's bed, 
jostling the other boy who looked rather befuddled by all this. "What do you think you're 
doing?" Snape demanded. 


"Settling into my new hive." 

"Oh, I don't think so—" 

Regulus folded his arms underneath his head and turned to look at him. "Don't you like me?" 
"Not that much." 


"Ah, but you like me at least little?" Regulus teased, nudging him. He then grew more 
serious. "Why don't you want to form a hive?" 


"Only someone truly desperate would want to form a hive with me," he said, his face twisting 
into an unpleasant expression. "Isn't that right, Reggie? Are you that desperate?" 


Regulus stared coolly up at Snape. "Yeah," he admitted. "I'm pretty desperate." None of the 
other Slytherin omegas would dare steal Walburga Black's beta from underneath her nose. 
Regulus had resigned himself to spending the rest of his life trapped within the confines of 
Grimmauld Place, squished beneath his mother's thumb. Snape was his last chance to escape. 


"But just because I'm desperate doesn't mean that you're not my first choice. If you had 
presented earlier, I'd have gone after you before any of the others." Regulus continued. 


Snape snorted, disbelieving. "And why is that?" 

"Because you're the only one with enough guts to go up against the likes of Walburga." 
"Hmph." 

"And you're actually pretty funny." 

"That hardly seems worth it." 


"Snape," Regulus lifted his torso, leaning against his arm. "No one knows a damned thing 
about you. You hardly ever talk to people. I don't have much else to go on." 


"And you stil] want to form a hive with me?" Snape asked, disbelieving. 


"Merlin, you make it sound like I'm trying to bond with a man-eating quintaped." Regulus 
raked a hand through his curls. "You don't believe me? Fine. How about this: it's the betas 


who inherit in Pureblood society. Omegas and alphas come and go, but the betas stay. Do you 
know how wealthy the Blacks are? Bond with me, and you'll be set for life." 


Snape looked away, his eyes growing distant. Regulus could almost see the wheels turning in 
his head. "Alright," Snape slowly whispered. "But if you ever change your mind, or if you 
find a better hive, I won't try to stop you. You can leave whenever you want." 


Regulus rolled his eyes. "I don't think you understand how this works. Now come here." 
Severus frowned but scooted closer. 

"Come here. Lay down. You know how to do this, don't you?" 

"Listen here, Black, if you're just going to make fun of me—" 

"I'm not, now come here." 


Severus Snape lowered himself so that he was lying beside Regulus. He wrapped his arms 
around Severus's shoulders. He was as stiff as a board. "Relax, and call me Regulus. I'll be 
your beta after this." 


Severus huffed out a breath. "What do I do now?" 
"Kiss me." 
"Gross." 


Regulus laughed. "What are you? Five years old? Don't be such a baby." 


Severus leaned forward, breathing in Regulus's scent, his lips inches from him. "It will take a 
minute," Regulus murmured as he ran a soothing hand down his back. "But the glands in 
your mouth will start to produce QMP. You might mistake it for saliva at first." 


Queen Mandibular Pheromone. Severus had never experienced it; Eileen had never kissed 
him, rarely tolerated his hugs, pushing him away when he got too close as she breezed in and 
out of his life, always complaining— about the house, about money, about him. In his mind, 
QMP was some sort of love potion, like Amortentia, slavishly binding alphas and betas to 
omegas. But when Severus kissed him, a quick peck to his lips, Regulus seemed unchanged 
except for his scent. Already, his body chemistry was changing. Regulus licked at his lips, 
chasing the sticky substance Severus had left behind. Severus leaned forward, opening his 
mouth slightly to better smell him. He could barely detect the Walburga's lingering trace. 
Soon, the only scent anyone would be able to smell on Regulus's person would be Severus's. 


"See? Not so scary," Regulus said. 
"Just wait until Walburga finds out." 


"Damn, you got me there. We'll need to get some alphas. Big ones. Let them deal with her." 


"Absolutely not," Severus insisted, getting up. 

"Why not?" 

"We don't need any alphas. We can handle anything ourselves." 

"Two people are not a hive." 

"Who says it's not?" 

Regulus pulled himself into a sitting position. "What's got you all twisted up, Severus? 
"Alphas are nothing but trouble," Severus insisted. "They're cruel, and self-centered—" 


First Tobias, and then Potter and Black. Severus had learned his lessons very well. He refused 
to get involved with any of them. Even Lily— his Lily, had left him to Potter's tender mercies. 
Alphas couldn't be trusted. 


Regulus swung himself to his feet. "You have no idea how to be an omega. You're the one in 
charge. You say jump, and an alpha says ‘how high'— " 


"Maybe that works for other omegas, but that hasn't been my experience." 


"That's because you approach every situation like you're a lone alpha. It makes people think 
you're going to raid their hive, or something." 


"And what else am I supposed to do? Bat my eyelashes and host tea parties? That isn't me." 
Severus braced his hands against his hips. "I'm going to be the omega that I want to be, and 
everybody else can go hang." 


Regulus flopped back down on Severus's bed and groaned. 


Tongues started wagging the moment Regulus Black stepped out of the Slytherin common 
room the next day. 


Ever since he presented, Snape had avoided any kind of human interaction. That heady 
vinegar stench was still pulsing from him in waves. His classmates lifted their noses and 
scented the air, detecting for the first time a trace of fear that grew stronger whenever 
somebody tried to approach him. "Well, what could you expect with a mother like his?" They 
whispered to each other. "He's just like her." 


But then Regulus Black emerged from the dungeons and suddenly everyone knew: Snape 
was building a hive. Black's new status inspired hope among those still looking for an omega, 
and during breakfast that morning two beta Hufflepuffs and one brave alpha pushed past that 
vinegar smell and approached the Slytherin table. 


"Please leave your application with Regulus," Severus informed them without looking up 
from his eggs. "Be sure to include a cover letter and at least four references." 


"This isn't how things are done," Regulus whispered as soon as the three Hufflepuffs 
wandered away. He could hear one of them ask, "What's a cover letter?" 


Severus shrugged. 

"What if I do if someone actually hands me an application?" 
"Toss it," Severus answered as he finished his eggs. 

"You have no idea what you're doing, do you?" 


Severus knew exactly what he was doing. He was going to get himself a little house with a 
laboratory and spend his days researching potions and maybe Regulus could live there too if 
he stopped prodding him so much. He was going to live his life the way he wanted to: free 
and safe and alone. 


He got up from the table and left the Great Hall, abandoning Regulus in favour of his next 
class. Double Herbology. Severus was mentally reviewing his last lesson when he spotted 
Sirtus Black walking towards him. Severus turned swiftly around. He had an O in Herbology, 
he could afford to miss one class— Severus barely made it two steps for the dungeon when 
Black, sensing the Slytherin was about to run, broke into a sprint. 


Hearing the sound of pounding feet behind him, Severus whipped his wand around and 
shouted, "Flipendo!" and started running full tilt back to the Slytherin common room without 
waiting to see if the spell had hit its mark. 


Severus turned a corner and spotted the entrance. Just a few more feet and— a hand wrapped 
around his upper arm, yanking him back. Severus tried to spin around and fire off another 
spell, but Black grabbed his other arm as well, pinning them together. "What the fuck is 
wrong with you!?" He shouted, shaking him hard enough that his teeth rattled. "Are you 
trying to get my brother killed!? Because she'll do it, you know! She'll kill both of you! 
You're nothing but a dirty mudblood to her—" 


"Is that where you get your violent tendencies from?" Severus snapped back. He kicked out, 
hitting Black in his shin. The other boy let out a yelp, but he didn't let go. "I bet Mommy 
Dearest was so proud when she found out you tried to feed me to a werewolf!" 


Black looked wildly around, terrified that someone had overheard. Seeing the halls empty, he 
pushed Severus forward against the wall, a hand slapped across his mouth. This was the 
second time in as many days that Severus found himself in this position. Merlin, being an 
omega was exhausting. 


"Shut your trap, Snivellus," Black hissed and then he pulled back his hand with a shudder 
after Severus had licked it. "Ugh! What are you? Five years old?" 


"Don't put your fingers anywhere near my mouth!" Severus said. "They smell like corn 
chips!" 


"Shut up! Just shut up!" Black gave him another shake. "Don't you understand!? My mother 
has powerful friends. I won't let you endanger my brother!" 


"Oh, believe me, it wasn't my idea, your brother all but begged me to do it!" Severus said. "I 
felt sorry for him! No wonder you're so fucked up with a mother like that!" 


"You're one to talk," Black sneered, but he seemed to be thinking, his eyes darting over him. 
"You knew then? About my mother, I mean, and you went ahead and did it anyway?" 


"Despite what you and your friends think, I'm not a coward." 


Black scoffed, but it was weak, whatever he was turning over in his mind was still trying to 
work itself through. "You haven't got any alphas." 


"So?" 

"You need alphas." 

"Of course an alpha would say that." 

"Every hive needs an alpha." 

"Hogwarts doesn't have one." 

"Dumbledore also didn't just steal Walburga Black's only beta, her own son—" 


"Why do you care?" Severus demanded. "For the past two years you've acted like Regulus 
didn't even exist." 


"He's my brother!" 
"That's never mattered to you before!" 


Black glanced down at his mouth and Severus realized just how close they were. He could 
feel his breath brushing against his cheek. Now that he had bonded once, his body seemed 
eager to do it again and his mouth filled with pheromones, which Severus hastily swallowed 
back down. Merlin, what if Sirius could smell it? 


"You want me to prove it? You want me to prove that I care about my brother?" Black asked 
with a familiar glint in his eye. It was the same look he always got right after Potter had dared 
him to do something stupid. "Bond with me." 


"I don't know if you're crazy or just stupid—" 

"Oh, definitely crazy," Black agreed. "I must be if I’m willing to bond with you.” 
“You really know how to woo an omega, don’t you?” 

“I’m going to save my brother from his own stupid decisions even if it kills him—” 


“That doesn’t even make any sense—” 


“And if that means being your alpha then I'll do it, I'll kiss you right now—” 


“Don’t you dare!” Severus shrieked, ducking his head out of the way when Black leaned in 
for a kiss. With a burst of strength, he shoved Black far enough to wiggle free and leveled his 
wand at him. “Don’t come near me with that— that thing!” 


“Get over yourself, I’m not looking forward to it—” 


“Says the guy who just tried to shove his tongue down my throat!” Severus yelled. “First you 
try to kill me, and now you want to mate with me!? What the hell is wrong with you!?” 


Sirius growled in frustration. “I’m trying to protect you idiots!” 


“We don’t need your protection! And, anyway, it wouldn’t have worked! I’m not going to 
produce pheromones for you!” Severus sneered, and, just to triple-check, he ran his tongue 
along his mouth to make sure he had swallowed it all. He was lucky his kiss with Lily had 
only lasted a few seconds; Merlin, if they had kept it up he would have definitely bonded 
with her. 


Sirius looked a little flabbergasted at that. “Are you kidding me? Look at me! Any omega 
would be happy to bond with me,” he protested. 


Severus waved his hands around. “Oh? And where are all these omegas lining up to swap spit 
with you? Maybe they’re behind this suit of armor! Nope! No omegas here! Are they under 
this rug?” 


“Fuck you, Snape!” Black’s face was beginning to turn red. 


“Ha, you wish you could!” Severus said and, still keeping his wand trained on Black, 
bounded for the stairs, laughing. A few seconds later Severus heard him let out a swear and 
the rattling of metal as he kicked a suit of armor. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


Haha, everybody is so mercenary in this hive, but I promise gross, icky feelings are 
coming soon. 


A storm was raging inside the Gryffindor common room. Most of the other students had fled 
the scene of destruction, leaving the three alphas to battle it out. James Potter, freshly 
released from the infirmary, found his hive in shambles. 


"I can't believe you tried to abandon us for Snape!" 


"Come off it!" Sirius shouted back. "You were the one who ran after him even after we told 
you we didn't want him as our omega! You proved you don't actually care about our 
feelings!" 


"Oh, but now you're begging to join his hive!?" 
"I'm doing it to protect Reggie!" 


"That excuse is bullshit and you know it!" Lily hurled herself into the fight. "You and James 
were always looking for any excuse to harass Sev! Your newfound interest in your brother is 
just another ploy! Well, I'm going to do what I should have done from the start! If I see either 
of you within ten feet of him, I'll curse your nipples off!" 


Remus and Peter sat across from each other near the fireplace, their chess game forgotten 
between them as they watched spittle fly from their friends' mouths. "So..." Peter drawled 
out, shooting Remus a pointed look. "Are you planning on throwing your hat into the ring?" 


Remus let out a bitter chuckle. "I hardly see the point in that. Snape hates me." 


"Snape hates them too, but that hasn't stopped those three," Peter pointed out, jerking his 
head in the direction of James, Sirius, and Lily. 


Remus hummed and tipped over his king, even though it was still anybody's game. "It doesn't 
matter. None of it does. I've always known I'd end up a lone alpha. Even if Lily had turned 
out to be an omega... she wouldn't want me." His voice dropped to a whisper. "She would 
find out about me eventually, and then... Still, it was nice while it lasted." 


"What do you mean? You've still got us. Even if we don't find an omega, we're still the 
Marauders." 


"Oh, Petey," Remus said in that way that made Peter feel like just some dumb kid. He hated 
it. "It's over." He looked over at the fighting alphas. "These are just our death throes." 


Remus let out a sigh, patted Peter on the shoulder, and said, "I'm off to bed," leaving the other 
boy sitting there all alone, ignored by his hive. 


They were sitting close enough in a cramped, dusty storage room that Severus's knobby 
knees pressed into his thigh. Regulus pulled out a copy of the Black family finances and 
spread it across their laps. "This is a list of our properties, what we have in our Gringotts 
vault, and an itemized list of high-value items — including cursed items — that we have 
insured through the bank. I'm sure word has gotten back to Mother by now; we'll need to act 
quickly. We've got a Hogsmeade weekend coming up. Do you have your apparition license?" 


"Of course," Severus said, sounding almost offended, but his eyes remained riveted to the list 
of rare books included in the itemized report. 


"Good. I say we apparate to Gringotts, instate you as our family's new omega, and, uh, we'll 
probably need to contact the Aurors to escort Mother from Grimmauld Place. She will not go 
easily." 


"What about the rest of the betas in your hive? I can't just take over without their approval." 


"That's the thing," Regulus said with a grin. "There aren't any other betas other than my 
Uncle Alphard, and he officially broke ties with our hive to start his own for a lump sum 
inheritance. My cousins are all alphas and have been sent to different hives. As the sole beta, 
I am the only inheritor." 


"All alphas?" Severus murmured, quickly working through the calculations of how likely all 
three Black sisters would end up alpha without a beta among them. 


"Listen, Severus, I know you don't want any alphas, but my Mother is not going to go quietly 
into that good night. We need bodyguards, at least until all the paperwork is signed." 


"I can protect us, and you're not half bad at dueling yourself—" 


"No offense, Severus, but I've seen you on the wrong end of a hex more times than I can 
count—" 


"That's because Potter and Black are always ganging up on me!" Severus protested, his face 
flushing. "It's hardly a fair fight!" 


"And do you think Mother is going to fight fair?" Regulus demanded. 


"We'll be fine," Severus stubbornly insisted. "How much damage could she do in the middle 
of a busy street like Diagon Alley?" 


Severus was going to eat those words. 


Strictly speaking, students were not permitted to leave the confines of Hogsmeade, but in 
reality that rule was difficult to enforce when the student was of age and capable of 
apparating. Regulus had turned seventeen just a few days prior; he was now of age, he legally 
had control of his hive. All that was required were a few signatures acknowledging Severus 
as his omega. There was something almost scandalous about ousting one's own mother from 
the hive and installing a new omega; a sexy, young omega at that. It brought to mind the 
torrid romance novels Sirius claimed to never read, and yet still somehow managed to make 
their way into his room. Regulus cracked a grin as he walked beside Severus through the 
muddy, half-melted slush that covered the cobblestone streets of Hogsmeade. 


Severus kept glancing over his shoulder, his eyes narrowed in suspicion as he glared at every 
dark corner and empty shadow they passed. "What's gotten into you?" Regulus asked as he 
adjusted his bag across his shoulder. It held all of their paperwork, ready to be stamped and 
signed by the goblins at Gringotts. 


"We're being followed." 


Regulus arched his brow. The streets weren't just empty— they were dead. No one wanted to 
be out on such a cold, muddy day. 


"It's the Marauders," Severus insisted. His eyes looked feverish. 
"There's no one here." 


"Hmph," Severus said, snaking his arm through Regulus's and apparating mid-step. Regulus 
thought he could hear his brother's shout from somewhere behind him as they were suddenly 
pulled through the fabric of space, landing just outside the Leaky Cauldron in a dark alley. 


"A little warning next time!" Regulus complained as he straightened himself up. His bag had 
twisted around so that it was almost strangling him. 


"And give the Marauders time to attack? I don't think so." 

"Has anyone ever told you that you're extremely paranoid?" 
"Nobody ever seems to tell me anything else," Severus complained. 
"Hm, funny that." 


They stepped inside the Leaky Cauldron. They could feel eyes turn on them as soon as they 
crossed the threshold. A few buzzing whispers could be heard floating through the room, and 
Regulus gave a wane smile as he, with one hand braced against Severus's back, moved to 
squeeze past one of the patrons. "Excuse us, we're just on our way to Diagon." 


"Shouldn't you boys be at Hogwarts?" The strange man — an alpha — asked from where he sat 
at the bar, not moving an inch. Severus shoved a chair out of his way in order to get by 
without touching the man. 


Regulus smiled again but didn't answer. He wished he had worn his hood. 


The man turned around in his seat, kicking out his leg so that he blocked Regulus's path, 
separating him from Severus. Severus immediately looked back, a sneer on his face. 


The man just grinned. "Where's your alphas? Don't you know it's dangerous to walk around 
here on your own?" 


Several things happened at once. The bartender, with hardly a glance at them, ducked into the 
back. Severus pulled out his wand, ready to give the alpha a piece of his mind, when one of 
the patrons seated near the back stood up, knocking her chair over as she got to her feet. 
Regulus shoved past the man to grasp at Severus's robes, yanking him down as the woman in 
the back fired off a spell, narrowly missing their heads by inches. 


His bag slipped from his shoulder as they went down, spilling out across the floor. Did he just 
hear something squeak? 


Half of the patrons were scrambling for the exits, screaming for someone to call the Aurors, 
while the others charged at Regulus and his omega. 


"Sectumsempra!" Severus hissed and Regulus watched as the woman flung herself backward 
to avoid the spell as it sliced through her robes. 


"Protego!" Regulus wrapped an arm around Severus and threw up a shield just before a 
stunner could hit. 


He looked around. There were four of them, and they had him and Severus surrounded. 
Regulus thought about trying his luck and apparating them to safety. Merlin, he'd only just 
gotten his license, and he was starting to panic. He's splinch them for sure. Regulus could feel 
his mind racing as it picked up and discarded plan after plan when he noticed something very 
strange. 


What the fuck— 


Peeking just above the counter was a pair of beady eyes and chubby cheeks. /s that Peter 
Pettigrew? Regulus thought, feeling somewhat surprised he even knew the name of Potter's 
little hanger-on, and watched, in complete bafflement, as Pettigrew took aim with his wand. 


"Stupefy!" 


He hit one of the alphas in the back, sending him crashing to the ground. The woman 
whipped her head around and Regulus could hear Pettigrew audibly gulp as she charged at 
him. He ducked back down behind the counter just before the woman leapt around to the 
other side. He watched her twist and turn, searching. "Where the fuck did you go!?" She 
growled. 


No one noticed the single rat scurrying across the sticky floor. 


With one man down and the woman distracted, Severus left Regulus's protective bubble, 
grasped a chair by its legs, and with a muttered "Incendio," swung the flaming debris, 
cracking an alpha's head and setting his hair on fire. 


"Incarcerous!" Pettigrew reappeared behind the woman while the last remaining alpha tried 
to beat at the flames engulfing his friend's head. The ropes wound around her legs and torso, 
sending her crashing face first into a shelf of bottles, and Regulus, seizing his chance, 

grabbed Severus by his arm and Pettigrew by his collar before apparating them out of there. 


Severus grunted as he landed hard in the mud and snow. He could see the outline of 
Hogsmeade in the distance. Smoke was billowing up from the chimneys, blending into the 
gray, overcast sky. Severus pulled himself to his feet, flinging his robes out of the way as he 
stumbled. Rage and humiliation tore at his throat, made his eyes sting. 


The urge to lash out, to unleash that anger boiling underneath the surface of his skin, spurred 
him to spin around, his eyes narrowing on Pettigrew as he sat in the mud with a stupidly 
proud grin on his face. Severus reached down, grabbed him by his collar, and hauled the beta 
up. He wished there was a wall he could throw him against; it had happened so often to 
Severus these past few days since presenting that the urge to get a little payback burned 
strong, but since they were standing in the middle of an empty field, Severus consoled 
himself by jerking him around. "Did Black send you to spy on us!?" He growled. 


"No!" Pettigrew squeaked out. "I came on my own!" 


"You expect me to believe that?" Severus sneered. "You can't even wipe your own ass 
without your alphas giving you written instructions, you disgusting little sycophant!” His 
fingers curled into Pettigrew’s robes. “You’re going to tell me how you did it. How did you 
know where we were going?” 


“T’ll tell you,” Pettigrew smiled. “I'll tell you everything: how we always know where you 
are, how James can sneak up on you without you knowing, how we survive the Shrieking 
Shack every month...” His smile grew wider. “If you bond with me.” 


Severus shoved him back into the mud and watched with satisfaction as he landed hard on his 
ass. “Fuck you! You think I would ever—! Go back to your own hive!” 


“T don’t have a hive anymore!” Pettigrew screamed back, punching at the ground. He pointed 
a finger at Severus. “You broke it! My family has nothing! I have six brothers and sisters, and 
all of them betas, we have no omegas to trade and nothing of value to offer one! I have no 
choice but to find a different hive, and James— The Potters are practically extinct! James is 
going to inherit everything, even if he is an alpha! I would have been set for life!” 


“So now that you’ve lost your meal ticket you think you can weasel your way into the Black 
Hive?” Severus curled his lip as Pettigrew scrambled back onto his feet. 


“T saved your life! You could at least be grateful, Snivellus!” He yelled. 
“You ruined my life is what you did! You and your friends!” 


Severus was advancing towards Pettigrew, ready to deliver a mean punch, when strong arms 
wrapped around his torso and he felt himself lift in the air, his legs swinging, as he was 
twirled around. “Calm down. We’re never going to get any answers from him like this,” 


Regulus said as he set Severus back down. Severus yanked himself out of Regulus’s arms the 
moment his feet touched the ground, and tried to regain some measure of dignity as he 
straightened his robes. Regulus turned around and eyed Pettigrew, who stood across from 
them with his arms akimbo. “You are, frankly, a fucking terrible wizard. You’re failing half 
your classes, and yet somehow, during the fight, you were disappearing and reappearing at 
will. How did you do it?” 


“You know what my terms are.” 
“Absolutely not!” Severus shrieked. 


“Then I guess the next time Regulus’s crazy bitch of a mother decides to murder you, I’ll just 
let it happen.” Pettigrew shrugged. 


It was one thing for James Potter to save his life, but Peter Pettigrew? That was just 
embarrassing. Severus wanted to stop his feet, he wanted to fling himself on the ground and 
act like the toddler Regulus was always accusing him of being. Peter. Fucking. Pettigrew. But 
the terrible thing was, he was right. He had saved not only Severus, but Regulus too, and 
Severus found himself stupidly grateful for that fact. How in the world did Regulus come to 
mean so much to him in such a short time? Ridiculous. Is this what happens after you bond 
with someone? 


Pettigrew, as if sensing weakness, cracked a smile. “Can you imagine how James and Sirius 
would react if I walked into Gryffindor Tower smelling like you, Snape? It’d be pretty 
funny.” 


Actually... now that Severus thought about it... 


“Merlin, is this going to be the deciding factor?” Regulus demanded. “Are you going to claim 
Pettigrew for a fucking laugh!?” 


“A laugh?” Pettigrew parroted, still grinning. “It’d be a shitshow. The greatest prank ever 
played. The Marauders wish they could pull off something like this.” 


Severus walked up to Pettigrew, and Regulus, knowing that the violence had passed, let him. 
“If we're going to do this, then we need to get a few things straight,” he said. “First off, 
you’re going to tell us everything. And I mean everything. Secondly, 1f I ever hear the name 
‘Snivellus’ come out of your mouth again, I’m going to slit your throat. Got it?” 


Pettigrew quickly nodded. 


“Thirdly,” Regulus said, and — with a quick, approving nod from Severus — continued, 
“Severus can claim you as his beta, but you will not be officially absorbed within the Black 
Hive. You will not take on the Black name, you will not be an inheritor, and you will not 
have access to any funds except for an allowance that we give you.” 


“Understood.” 


“Good,” Severus said. “Now pucker up.” 


Severus waited for the pheromone to gather in his mouth, his stomach twisting unpleasantly 
at the thought of kissing Pettigrew. As soon as he gathered enough, he quickly landed a swift 
kiss to his lips and backed away, behind Regulus, as the boy’s scent began to change. 


Peter licked his lips, a look of wonder overcoming his mouse-like features. “You are not 
going to regret this,” he promised, his eyes wide and shining. 


“T already do,” Severus complained. 
“T have so many great talents, I can hype people up, I make an excellent lookout—” 
“Tell us how you got to the Leaky Cauldron, Peter,” Regulus interrupted. 


“T’m an animagus,” the boy shrugged as if it was no big deal, but it was obvious he was 
proud of his ability from his smile. “My animal form is a rat. I snuck inside your bag when 
you set it down while waiting for the carriages to take you to Hogsmeade. In fact, all the 
Marauders are animagi. Prongs is a stag. Padfoot is a dog—” 


“That’s where your stupid nickname comes from,” Severus breathed out, his eyes growing 
wide. “All this time I thought they just kind of hated you.” 


“T know right?” Regulus muttered. “Can you imagine being called Wormtail?” 
“Tt’s worse than Snivellus!” 

“Hey, it’s an endearing nickname!” Peter protested. 

“Oh, poor thing, is that what they told you?” 

“Do you want my information or not?” Peter grumbled, folding his arms. 
“Alright, alright, stop pouting. What else do you know?” 


“We made a map of Hogwarts and put tracking charms on it. We know where every teacher 
and student are at any given time. That’s how we could always find you.” Peter must have 
sensed Severus’s growing displeasure, because he quickly continued. “And James has an 
invisibility cloak! It’s some sort of family heirloom.” 


“That son of a bitch,” Severus growled. Everything suddenly made more sense. 
“Mrs Potter is actually a really nice lady.” 
“She gave birth to James Potter! Her cunt is a portal that leads directly to Hell!” 


“You know, Severus, having an alpha with an invisibility cloak would give you an edge. You 
and Regulus could sneak through Diagon Alley without Walburga’s minions being any 
wiser,” Peter pointed out. 


“But then I’d be stuck with Potter, and if I have to choose between living with him for the 
rest of my life and being murdered by Walburga, I'll take being murdered any day.” 


Peter rolled his eyes. “Fine. But we need an alpha, at least one. I think the fight today proved 
that.” Severus looked down at the ground but didn’t say anything. He hated the idea of 
needing to rely on an alpha to save him. He wasn’t some omega from a harlequin romance in 
need of rescuing, especially not by a brutish, violent alpha. 


“If you don’t want to bond with James for his invisibility cloak, I do know someone else,” 
Peter said, smiling. “The scariest alpha in Hogwarts.” 


“Mulciber already has a hive,” Regulus pointed out. 
“What? No! I don't mean Adam Mulciber. I’m talking about Remus Lupin.” 


“Lupin?” A look of confusion crossed Regulus’s face. “He’s not exactly intimidating. I 
always forget he’s an alpha.” 


“Oh, trust me, you’d be surprised by just how terrifying he can be,” Peter said, before looking 
back at Severus. “He’s not like James or Sirius. He’s different from them, and I know... 
you’ve had some bad experiences, but he didn’t know what Sirius had planned and he’s felt 
terrible about it ever since.” 


Severus was breathing fast, and that vinegar smell was thick— thicker than Regulus had ever 
smelled it before. “You’re crazy. He’s a danger to everyone around him—!” 


“Lupin?” Regulus asked, finding it hard to fathom that they were talking about the same boy. 


Severus looked at him, a quick glance, before saddling Peter with a heavy stare. “Go on, tell 
him,” he said, licking at his suddenly chapped lips. “You promised to tell us everything, and 
you know J can’t. I made a vow. I can’t tell anybody who doesn’t already know.” 


Peter took a deep, shuddering breath, swallowed, and, after a moment, nodded. “Remus is a 
werewolf,” he said, looking Regulus in the eye. 


Regulus physically recoiled, as if Lupin was standing there with them now. “He’s a—!” 


“But listen to me for a second!" Peter interrupted before Regulus to start to panic. "He’s 
never attacked any of the Marauders before! That’s why we became animag1 in the first 
place, because werewolves don’t feel the need to attack animals. They can’t transfer the curse 
to them, so there’s no drive to bite. But then we realized it wasn’t just that. Remus, or at least 
some small, primitive part of him, is still in there, and even though we can’t bond without an 
omega, he still saw us as part of his hive. The last two full moons, Sirius was with him, in his 
human form, and Remus didn ¢ attack. If you bond with Remus, you’ll have one very loyal, 
very powerful werewolf at your side.” 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


Lily's quote comes from William Shakespeare's Venus and Adonis. Also, fun fact, 
worker bees really will 100% kill their queen if she fails to produce enough eggs. 


"Come on, Sev—" At Severus's sharp look at the nickname, Peter quickly amended his 
sentence. "—everus, we need an alpha, and there aren't any good ones left other than the 
Marauders. If you just give Remus a chance, you'll see—" 


"No," Severus said in a flat, dead voice as he continued the hike back to Hogsmeade. 
"He's kind and gentle and he'd make a great father—" 


"I am not giving birth to his spawn!" Severus nearly shrieked, hating the fact that he could 
feel a blush climbing up his neck. "What if the kid turns out to be a werewolf too and it 
chews its way out of me!?" 


"Merlin's beard, I didn't need that image in my head," Regulus groaned, stopping for a 
moment to brace his hands against his knees, his face looking a little green. 


"That's not how it works, and you know it," Peter chastised. "You probably read every book 
in the library about werewolves once you found out." 


Peter was right, but Severus would be damned to admit it. 


Regulus pulled himself back up with a groan. "I agree with Severus. I don't like the idea of 
harboring a Dark creature in our hive." 


"Remus isn't Dark, he's sick—" 
"He turns into a mindless, man-eating beast once a month—" 


"It's not like he chose this! And I told you, he's not mindless. There's still something of the 
old Remus in him when he transforms!" 


Regulus shook his head. "I don't think it's worth the risk." 
"Well, who do you think we should get?" 


"I hate to say it, but... Sirius is pretty strong and he hates Mother even more than I do. He'd 
jump at the chance to kick her out of the hive," Regulus sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. 
"Plus, he's a Pureblood, and with Severus being what he is, I'd rather not dilute our purity 


even further. Any children Severus has with Lupin will be of mostly Muggle extraction. 
That's not what the Black Hive represents." 


Severus stared at the two of them, his arms crossed, his face twisted in irritation. "Oh? Don't I 
get to vote? Or are you two planning to offer me up like a Christmas roast?" He shoved past 
them without waiting for a response, moving quickly in the direction of Hogsmeade. He used 
his longer legs to his advantage, outpacing both Regulus and Peter. 


"Will you slow down?" Regulus called out. 
"Fuck off!" 


"We need to stick together! Those guys were waiting for us at the Leaky Cauldron! Mother 
probably has spies in the castle," Regulus tried to reason with the omega, but Severus was too 
angry and embarrassed to listen. 


He felt like a dog, a mutt, his impure breeding trotted out while Regulus flipped through a 
studbook for a suitable alpha to mount him. He could feel his face heat. Evening was rapidly 
approaching, and most of the carriages had already left, carrying the students back to 
Hogwarts, but there were a few still lined up in front of the entrance to the village. He 
climbed up in one and slammed the door shut, ignoring Regulus's shouts. The idea of 
Regulus and Peter casually planning his sex life made Severus want to bury his head in the 
cushions. 


The carriage rattled down the dirt trail. Severus covered his eyes with his hands. He thought 
about his mother, stumbling through the door after being gone for months and months, 
smelling like sex. He knew what people said about her. Merlin, he didn't want people to say 
those things about him too. And his father... His father stinking of drink, swinging out with 
his fist and shouting that it was his fault, that Severus had driven her away. 


He drew up his knees, let his dirty shoes dig in the seat, and wrapped his arms around his 
legs. Even after kissing Regulus, and Peter, he could still feel the ghost of Lily's lips pressed 
against his skin. He /iked it, even after everything that happened between them, there was a 
part of him that wanted more. Severus squirmed in shame, drawing himself in deeper. If 
Potter hadn't shown up, who knows what he would have let Lily do. It's just biology. You're 
only an animal after all, he thought, but it was a cold comfort. He didn't want to be so 
affected; he wanted to be untouchable. Even now he could feel himself changing, growing 
more attached to Peter Pettigrew of all people, that weasely, little— Every cruel joke, every 
call of "Snivellus!" flitted through his brain and he was still angry, still hurt, but that side of 
him was wrestling with the primitive Neanderthal inside of him that now looked at Peter and 
thought "Mine!" He felt like a kid again, running after Eileen no matter how many times she 
abandoned him. 


The carriage rolled up to the front of the school and Severus, after taking a quick glance 
behind him, jumped out, a wave of vinegar escaping through the open door. There was 
another carriage trotting down the lane— obviously Regulus and Peter. 


Severus dashed inside the school, hoping to reach his dorm before the other two caught up 
with him. He scurried through the corridors, not realizing just how thick the stench of vinegar 


was as it wafted through the Hogwarts. 


Lily caught a whiff of it as she came out of the library. Severus. She could recognize that 
smell anywhere and while a lesser person might flee from it, Lily ran toward it. She lifted her 
noise, scenting, jostling a fourth year as she took off down the hall. It grew thicker the closer 
she got to the dungeons. Of course, her Sev always went to ground when he got scared. 


Her legs were burning as she sprinted down the stairs, catching sight dark hair fluttering over 
hunched shoulders as Sev turned a corner. 


"Sev, wait!" 


Lily turned the down the hall and nearly ran right into Sev as he stood glowering in the 
shadows. "What do you want?" He growled. 


"To talk to you!" 


"Oh, now you want to talk?" He sneered. "You didn't seem so keen on the idea two years 
ago." 


Lily hated when Sev threw her past mistakes back in her face, and Sev's memory was /ong. 
"We all thought you were an alpha," she growled. 


"Even if I was I didn't deserve what Potter did to me! Would you, as an alpha, want to be 
hung upside down, your knickers shown to the entire school?" 


"You had every right to be angry and upset, but you didn't have the right to call me that word. 
I've seen your dad in town, and at that moment you looked just like him, just another lone 
alpha too unpredictable and violent to belong to a hive." 


"Well," Severus said, drawing out the word. "Looks like you were wrong. I'm an omega and 
you tried to crack Potter's skull open. Who's the violent one now?" 


Lily leaned forward, her voice dropping low. "And what did you think when you heard about 
that? Did you like it?" 


She sniffed, her nose inches from Sev's throat. Underneath that vinegar smell she could detect 
something sweet, like honey. His breathing had become heavy, his eyes blown wide. "You 
did. You liked it. I would do it again if you asked me to." 


A pair of sixth year Hufflepuffs passed. They slowed down to take a good, long look at the 
pair. Lily practically snarled at them, grabbed Sev by the arm, and hauled him into the empty 
potions classroom. "Lils, what—" 


Lily cut him off with a kiss, her tongue seeking something, something sweet that she couldn't 
find. She pressed in close until his back hit the edge of a table, and curled her fingers in his 

long hair, pulling him down. The vinegar smell was still there, casting a pall over everything, 
but she could scent the honey underneath it, pulsing from him in waves and growing stronger 


as he kissed her back, seeking more of her. She could feel herself harden underneath her skirt, 
her cock trapped within the confines of her underwear. 


This isn't how ladies treat their omegas, Lily distantly thought, unable to keep herself from 
rubbing against him. His smell, his body, was driving her wild. She wanted him to mark her, 
to make her his alpha. 


"Please, please, Sev," she whispered against his lips, just long enough to draw in a breath, 
before plunging her tongue back into his mouth, seeking out that sweet substance that would 
claim her. She had presented almost a full year ago, and never had she felt like this, was 
never this wild and out of control, not even in the throes of her change. She didn't know why, 
now, all of a sudden, her instincts were getting the better of her. It must be Sev. 


"Please, please, I'm sorry, I don't want us to separate again. Don't leave me, I love you, you're 
my best friend, I'm sorry I forgot," she whispered. 


Sev groaned and all of a sudden his mouth filled with a sweet, sticky substance. Lily sucked 
on his tongue, chasing every drop. She could distantly hear the rhythmic banging of the table 
as she shoved herself between Sev's legs. Merlin, she was going to make a mess in her 
underwear. 


Still keeping one hand knotted in his hair, her other moved from his waist to bury underneath 
his robes, reaching for his trousers, pulling at his fly. Sev tore his mouth away from her, the 
vinegar smell coming back to hit her full-force. "Lils, wait—! We can't—! I-I haven't brewed 
anything and-and, you don't have a condom—" He was panicking. 


"Shh, shh, I won't put it in, trust me. I just want to make you feel good," she crooned against 
his jaw. Lily wished she was taller, bigger. She wanted to wrap Sev up and make him feel 
safe. Instead, she was short and petite; why hadn't she been an omega? She would have been 
the perfect omega. She looked like one. She must be the smallest alpha in their year. What a 
joke. She couldn't even keep her omega safe. 


Her fingers slipped inside his underwear and she pumped his cock a few, delighting in those 
half-bitten gasps Sev tried to hold back, before searching a little deeper. 


Lily thought back to her Dad's copy of Shakespeare, and those references to cutting whenever 
Viola-as-Cesario appeared in Twelfth Night. That she was an omega could not be disguised, 
but her gender was easily changed with a few wardrobe changes, making her out to be a male 
omega, and oh the Bard must have laughed when he wrote in those sly references to the 
change male omegas went through. For there was, indeed, a cut just behind Sev's cock. 


Lily groaned when the tips of her fingers found wet folds. Graze on my lips, and if those hills 
be dry, stray lower where the pleasant fountains lie. He was already soaking. She rubbed 
along the seam, and Sev chased her, pushing down on her hand. Her middle finger slipped in, 
pressing inside that warm, tight heat all the way to her knuckle. 


Sev let out a shriek and ground down hard. Lily wasted no time squeezing in another as she 
continued to piston her finger in and out, gasping when Sev clenched around her. She rutted 


her clothed cock against his thigh, growing more and more frantic as she listened to the slick, 
wet sounds his cunt made. 


The dripping, velvet passage seized around her fingers and her hand was flooded with juices. 
Her skin was on fire as she rutted against him, wanting nothing more than to bury her cock 
inside him as she came, spilling inside her underwear. 


Lily felt very pleased with herself as she nuzzled into him. It was Lily who had given Sev his 
first kiss, Lily who had given him his first orgasm. She wanted to flip his robes over his head, 
spread his legs, and stare at the mess he had made. 


But his scent was growing sour again, pulling her from her post-orgasmic haze. 


"I— we shouldn't have done that— I didn't mean—" He was stumbling over his words, twitching 
in a way that she hadn't seen him do in over a year. 


"You're okay," Lily soothed, ducking under his chin in an effort to comfort her omega. Her 
omega. He had claimed her. She was his alpha. 


"Regulus is going to kill me," Severus moaned, wiggling out from her arms to fix his clothes. 
Lily pouted at the loss of his heat. 


"I can be a good alpha," she protested. 
"You're still Muggleborn and you know what Regulus is like." 
Lily sniffed. "So? You're the omega. Regulus will just have to fall in line." 


"It's his hive. Do you know what happens to queen bees when they've failed in their duty? 
The worker bees smother her to death." 


"Despite our biological similarities, we are not bees. We are people and that's called murder." 
"Tell that to Walburga," Severus muttered. 
"What was that?" 


"Nothing. Look, you have to hide. Regulus can't know that I've bonded with you. At least, not 
yet." 


"I still have classes you know." 


"Pretend your sick, hide in the infirmary." Sev finished fixing his pants, letting his robes drop 
down to hide any stains, but Lily noted with satisfaction that he was walking a little funny. 
He whipped his wand at her, dispeling the sticky mess she had left in her underwear and 
started for the door, only turning to look at her long enough to yell, "And wipe that smug grin 
off your face!" 


Hogwarts stank of Severus's sour, vinegar scent. Regulus rolled his eyes. His omega must 
have gotten himself worked up in the carriage ride over. He thought about hunting him down, 
demanding he tell him exactly what he was so afraid of, but thought better of it. Best to let 
him calm down on his own first. Peter jumped out of the carriage behind him. 


"You mentioned your friends made a map?" Regulus asked, and at Peter's nod he continued, 
"We need to get our hands on it. Somehow or another, Mother found out when and where 
we'd be. A map like that could be useful in uncovering her spy." 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


This was supposed to just be 7 quick chapters of Sev getting railed by Lily and the 
Marauders at the same time, but then I had to go and throw in a plot so I'll probably up it 
up to 10 chapters. Anyway, things are going to get a lot smuttier now that Lily has 
unleashed Sev's hormones, so enjoy! 


Lily's body was still thrumming as she peeked out of the potions classroom, her new scent 
clinging to her skin. She worried at first how she would get to the infirmary without anyone 
noticing that Sev had claimed her, but she soon realized there was no need. The halls were 
thick with Sev's scent; no one would suspect a thing. She sauntered out of the classroom 
almost twenty minutes after Sev had already left, feeling tall and proud. Was this how it felt 
like to be an alpha? For almost an entire year after she had presented, she had felt no 
different, and yet, somehow, Sev had ripped free these strange, new feelings from inside her. 


Now that he was gone, taking that scent with him, embarrassment started to creep through 
her veins. Merlin, she couldn't believe she had fingered him. In a class they shared together! 
She'll never be able to listen to another lecture without her mind wandering again. 


Ugh, her underwear was itchy. 


Lily walked to the infirmary. Madam Pomfrey looked startled, almost dropping the vials she 
was carrying at Lily's sudden appearance. Lily crossed her arms over stomach, hunching over 
a little as she groaned. "Are you alright?" The beta asked, leading Lily to a bed. 


"My stomach hurts," she moaned, letting Pomfrey brush a hand against her still flushed and 
sweaty brow. 


Pomfrey frowned. No fever. But Lily was Head Girl, and she wasn't one to try to weasel out 
of a test, so she let her climb into a bed. 


Lily settled into the pillow, her thoughts straying to Sev once more. She had a hive. With Sev. 
Lily thought there was something lovely about the symmetry of it; her childhood memories, 
which had soured since their fight, took on a golden, rosy colour once more. Js this how I 
really feel? Or is this just a matter of biology? 


Maybe it didn't matter. He was her omega now, and she was going to do her best for him, 
even if she was small and weak by alpha standards. She was going to protect him from James 
Potter and anyone else who might try to hurt him. James Potter. Their friendship wouldn't 
have fractured if James Potter hadn't struck the deathblow. It was his fault, he had turned her 
head, made her think she was an omega, that she would have her own hive— 


She thumped her head against the pillow, her thoughts clearing as Sev's honeyed scent slowly 
dissipated. Everything was a mess. 


Severus was wrestling with his own feelings on what had just happened. He hadn't meant to 
go that far, but there was something about Lily that swept him up in a fog. He was the omega, 
wasn't he? She should be the one tripping over herself to please him, not the other way 
around. Merlin, why couldn't he just be a floating head without emotion or instinct? Society 
would be much better off if the people weren't enslaved by such silly things as hormones. 


Severus looked at his watch. He had ten minutes until he had to meet Avery and Mulciber at 
the library for tutoring. He had hoped to be able to walk in with his head held high, as the 
new, official omega of the Black Hive (he wanted to rub it in their faces, that a poor half- 
blood was now at the head of one of the most powerful hives in the country), but it looked as 
if that would have to wait. They couldn't simply traipse down to Gringotts now, not after 
what had just happened. 


Severus burst through the Slytherin common room, tore up to his dorm to grab his potions 
text and was about to leave again when Regulus appeared in the doorway. 


"Are you okay?" He asked as he looked Severus up and down, his brow arched. 


"Fine!" Severus snapped, wincing at the crack in his voice. Oh no, was it noticeable? Would 
Regulus be able to tell the... things Severus had done with Lily just by looking at him? 


Regulus narrowed his eyes. "You're putting out a lot of mixed signals here. I can't tell if 
you're angry or afraid or—" He cut himself, sniffing a little, his eyes lingering over the state of 
his robes. Merlin, had he missed a stain? 


"Did something happen?" Regulus asked. 

"No!" Severus shoved past him, clutching at his book. 
"Sev—" 

"Nothing happened! I've got to go!" 


Severus fled. He hurried straight to the library where he spotted Avery and Mulciber sitting at 
a back table and flicking pieces of parchment at each other. They nearly jumped out of their 
skins when Severus appeared beside them and slammed his book down. He wrenched back a 
chair, sat down and, with a sneer on his face, barked, "What?" 


"Uh, nothing," Avery said. 
"That's what I thought. Now stop fucking around and open your books to page 374." 


The two alphas were quick to obey, scrambling around inside their bags for their potion 
textbooks. No comments on his blood status, no mocking words about the state of his robes. 
Just easy obedience. It soothed something inside Severus's omega brain and his smell 
sweetened. 


Maybe he just needed more practice. If he can get an alpha like Mulciber to obey him then he 
shouldn't have any problem handling Lily. Right? But whenever he thought of her his 
stomach twisted into knots with nervousness and excitement. He needed to get control, he 
needed— he needed— 


Severus's wandering gaze fell on Lupin sitting a few tables over. He was sitting all alone. 
That's what Severus needed. He needed practice and Lupin was just the alpha to experiment 
on. Avery and Mulciber had a hive, and Severus didn't think for a second that Barty would 
put up with him messing with his alphas, but Lupin didn't have a hive and he had a spine 
made of Jello anyway. He would be a nice, easy target for Severus to play with, and frankly, 
Severus thought he deserved it. So what if he didn’t know what Black had planned that night 
at the Shrieking Shack? He was there for every other prank and insult the Marauders had 
hurled at him. It was time he got a taste of his own medicine. 


“Mulciber, what are the properties of monkshood?” Severus asked, tapping his quill against 
his book. 


“Properties are, uh...” The alpha started flipping through his notes. “It’s used in potions 
related to Transfiguration?” 


“Good. What potions can be made with it?” 


The three of them carried on like that for the next hour, with Severus keeping an eye on 
Lupin the entire time. Fifteen minutes before Madam Pince was about to close the library for 
the night, he spotted Lupin gathering his things and shoving them into his bag. “Let’s cut 
tonight’s tutoring short,” Severus said, slapping his book closed. Mulciber and Avery 
breathed a sigh of relief that Severus wasn’t making them stay until Pince physically threw 
them out. 


“Aren’t you coming back to the common room?” Avery asked when he saw Severus walking 
in the same direction he had seen Lupin head down. 


“T’ll be there in a bit. You don’t have to escort me. You’ve got your own omega to worry 
about.” 


Severus didn’t look back at them as he left the library and turned to follow that head of 
tawny-coloured hair as the alpha turned into a bathroom. Lupin was at one of the sinks, 
washing ink off his hands, when Severus threw open the door, startling the poor alpha. 


The expression on Lupin’s face was... delightfully comical. Severus breathed in through his 
nose, trying to calm that ever-present anxiety. The sour, vinegar smell slowly dissipated and 
in its place the smell of honey filled the small bathroom. Severus watched as Lupin 
instinctively opened his mouth, trying to taste the scent, and that sent another wave pulsing 
from him. It was easier than Severus thought, manipulating these poor, helpless creatures. 
Poor alpha, he mockingly thought. 


“Uh, hello, Snape,” Lupin said, quickly gathering up his things to make a quick exit. “I was 
just leaving. It’s all yours.” 


“Stay,” Severus said, and to his delight Lupin did exactly that. He stayed. 


“T feel like I haven’t been very fair to you,” Severus said with a put-upon sigh. “After all, 
you, at least, tried to apologize after what happened in fifth year.” 


“Snape, I swear, I didn’t know—” 


“T believe you. I didn’t then, but I do now.” Severus took a step closer. Lupin was clutching 
his bag to his chest like it was a shield. “I’ve claimed Peter.” 


The bag fell to the ground, an ink bottle rolled off underneath a toilet stall. “What?” Lupin 
asked. 


“He did me a great favour, and I realized the past didn’t matter anymore. I have a hive now. I 
have responsibilities.” Severus inched forward. “I need alphas, and Peter suggested you.” 


“Me?” Lupin gulped. Severus was standing right in front of him, the tips of their toes 
brushing against each other. Lupin leaned forward slightly, as if waiting for a kiss. Hah, as if 
I would ever kiss you. 


“You're not like your friends. You’re different.” 


Lupin laughed bitterly. “You can say that again.” He shook his head. “Why would you even 
consider it? You know what I am.” 


“Yes, I know what you are.” Monster. 


Lupin looked at him, a look of open wonder on his face as Severus closed the distance 
between them, burying his face in his neck to smell that alpha musk. It was thick and heady; 
similar to Lily’s, both earthy, but this was more dry. Like lightning instead of rain. His body 
ached. He could still feel where Lily’s fingers had penetrated him and it was like she had 
opened up more than just his body, that she had also torn a hole into something that was 
craving to be filled again. He was growing wet. He could feel it soaking into his underpants. 


Lupin must be able to smell it because there were hands wrapped around his waist — big 
hands — pulling him closer, an erection grinding against his stomach. Damn hormones, 
Severus thought as Lupin swooped in to steal a kiss, before Severus ducked his head, Lupin’s 
lips landing on the side of his neck instead. Despite that, Lupin seemed pleased with where 
he ended up because he started to pepper the column of skin there, nibbling at it a little. 


“Hands off,” Severus said, and it thrilled him when Lupin obeyed. The hands disappeared 
from his waist. 


Severus licked his lips. This sort of power could go right to his head. “Please,” Lupin begged 
and Severus slowly reached out and cupped the half-hard length hidden beneath Lupin’s robe. 
The alpha moaned and pushed forward, trying to seek more friction. “Please,” Lupin asked 
again, and Severus, looking up to gauge his reaction, slowly pushed aside his robes to unzip 
his trousers. 


He hadn’t seen what Lily kept hidden underneath her skirt, but he had felt it rub against him, 
and he was sure that Lupin was bigger. His cock sprang from its confines, jutting upward 
with ready eagerness. A gush of pheromones flooded his mouth at the sight, which Severus 
quickly swallowed it back down. He wrapped his fingers around it, feeling it twitch. He had 
done this to himself, of course, but— Severus felt his mind stutter as he pumped Lupin’s cock. 
Lupin was good; he kept his hands by his side, though Severus could see his fingers jerk with 
want toward him. His own cock was still trapped in his pants, but it was the hole just below 
it, the one Lily had put her fingers in, that arrested his attention. It burned with want, the urge 
to put something inside him overwhelmed his thoughts. 


“Lie down,” Severus commanded and Lupin scrambled to obey. His cock was leaking, 
standing straight from its nest of curls, and Severus could feel his glands producing more 
pheromones. Merlin, he was salivating. It’s fine. It'll be fine. As long as he didn’t kiss him. 
This was just an experiment, a prank, and anyway, Lupin deserved it. 


He was just like Eileen. 


Severus shucked off his trousers and underwear, and hiked up his robes. He wasn’t going to 
put it in. He wasn’t stupid. He was just... going to take the edge off. His hole had felt so 
small and tight when Lily had first put her fingers in there, but now it felt wide open, blood 
pumping to the lips that surrounded it with a fiery heat. 


Lupin looked a little wild-eyed as Severus carefully straddled his waist. His hands made an 
aborted movement to touch him, before falling quickly back down after remembering the 
omega’s command. “No penetration,” he said, and Lupin nodded. It took Severus a few 
minutes to figure things out, but soon Lupin was thrusting between slick, puffy lips, catching 
against his hole before gliding past it to rub against Severus’s cock, and it was bliss. Severus 
braced his hands against Lupin’s chest and moved in time with each thrust. His earlier 
orgasm wasn’t enough; he needed more. Biological imperative, his brain distantly provided. 
You’re trying to swarm. Merlin, yes, that sounded amazing. He wanted to grab Lupin’s dick 
and sink down on top of him. He wanted Lily behind him, pulling on his cock, and then, 
when Lupin had spent himself inside, he wanted Lily to push him forward until Lupin’s cock 
slipped free from his body so that she too could plunge deep inside his body, rutting until she 
came. And after— and after— more alphas, nameless, faceless alphas, their bodies serving 
him— how could any omega spend their life with just one alpha? He needed more. 


Severus reached down to grasp Lupin’s face, pulling him up so that he could press hungry 
kisses to his mouth. He came, spilling between their bodies, Lupin jerking between his thighs 
as he frotted against him. 


It was only after, as he started to come down, that Severus realized what he had done. 


He scrambled off of Remus’s lap, but it was already too late. His scent had started to change. 
Severus grabbed for his trousers, not caring that Remus’s cum was trailing down his thighs as 
he tugged them on. 


Remus sat up. He looked dazed, almost shocked. “I never thought—” he stuttered. “I didn’t 
think I would ever have this.” 


“This was a mistake. This wasn’t supposed to happen,” Severus growled as he zipped himself 
up and brushed down his robes. 


“But I thought you wanted—” 


“What! ?” Severus snapped, twirling around to face him. “What did you think I wanted!? 
You! ? Let me tell you something, Lupin— your wolf isn’t the monster. You are. You sit there 
and you play along with Black and Potter, and laugh at their stupid jokes, and then when 
they’re gone, when it’s just you and me, you’re suddenly so sorry. Bullshit! You’re not sorry! 
You just can’t stand the idea of anyone hating you because of who you are instead of what 
you are!” 


Remus remained sitting in the middle of the bathroom, his cock still out and wet from 
Severus’s juices. His face was white, his expression frozen in a mask of horror, and damn it 
all to hell it made Severus feel bad. This wasn’t supposed to happen. He was just supposed to 
use Remus, learn how to control alphas so that he wouldn’t get overwhelmed the next time he 
met Lily, not— not— 


“Go to the infirmary!” Severus barked, pointing at the door. “Pretend you’re sick! Or, or tell 
Pomfrey there’s something wrong with the wolf! Something! And wait for me there until I 
figure out what to do!” 


Remus wasn’t as quick to obey this time. He slowly got up onto his knees, tucking himself 
inside his trousers, and pulled himself up. He shuffled out the door and as soon as it closed, 
Severus buried his face in his hands. What was he going to tell Regulus? Here's the alphas 
you wanted! A small, tiny Muggleborn and a cowardly, half-blood werewolf! Aren t you 
proud of me? I bet Walburga is shaking in her boots! 


Remus moved slowly, his thoughts muddled and confused. For a few, blissful moments he 
had everything he ever wanted, only for the rug to be pulled right out from underneath him. 
His omega had claimed him and then rejected him. The alpha in him couldn’t understand, but 
Remus- oh, he understood perfectly well. He was so used to hating the wolf, but now that 
self-loathing had turned on himself and he was left floundering. 


Severus wanted him to go to the hospital wing and wait. Remus lifted his chin, trying to 
gather up the torn remains of his pride. Fuck that. If Severus didn’t want to be his omega, 
then Remus saw no reason to follow his orders. Remus wasn't going to hide away like he was 
some dirty, little secret while Severus— what? What was he going to do? He's probably gone 
off to figure out a way to break the bond. Remus only knew of one way to do that: bond with 
another omega, and there were no other omegas. Fuck him. He already had to hide who he 
was from the rest of the world, he wasn't going to let Severus hide their bond too. 


Remus turned away from the hospital wing and headed straight for Gryffindor Tower. 


Chapter 6 


Peter's vision was worse than ever before, not that he cared much because his world had 
exploded into a riot of sound and smell. After their first transformation, the Marauders had all 
tried to compare what they had experienced with their new senses, but it was impossible to 
explain. There were no human words to describe smells a human would never be able to 
detect, or sounds so far out of their hearing range it might as well not exist. 


Regulus had decided it was best for Peter to sneak into Gryffindor Tower and retrieve the 
map before revealing who his new omega was. "Yeah, I'm sure it'll be funny," Regulus said 
with an eyeroll. "But considering it might be the last joke you ever tell, best get that map 
first." 


With it, Regulus reasoned, they would be able to tell who might be listening in on their plans. 


The common room was crowded. No one wanted to go up to their dorms and end the 
weekend early with the threat of classes tomorrow hanging over their heads. Somewhere in 
the room (by the window? He thought) he could hear James and Sirius arguing. Peter skirted 
along the shadows, thankful at the loud raucous his classmates were making to notice the rat 
in the room. He managed up the stairs and finally, when he reached his door, transformed 
back into his human body. Rats were amazing, intelligent, and — despite stereotypes — very 
clean creatures, but they lacked something very important: opposable thumbs. 


Peter twisted the knob and peeked inside, letting out a sigh of relief when he saw it was 
empty. Remus must still be in the library. He quickly started digging through every nook and 
drawer, finally finding the thing tucked under James's pillow, before shoving the map into his 
bag, and transformed again. Now he just had to wait until somebody went through the 
portrait and he could leave. Hopefully no one would scream at the sight of him. Honestly, it's 
not like humans aren't also weird and ugly with their smushed-in faces and their clumsy 
fumbling as they tried to get along on just two feet, Peter thought indignantly. Rats were, in 
his opinion, adorable. 


Peter crept back down the stairs and hid underneath a small end table near the entrance when 
the portrait swung open. He started to make a break for it when a very familiar scent stopped 
him in his tracks. How did Severus get into the Gryffindor common room? 


A hush fell over everyone, until one lone voice shattered the silence. "Moony bonded with 
Snivellus!?" Sirtus shrieked. 


Peter dove for the exit before it could close, his rat form chuffing as he laughed. 


The first thing Regulus asked Severus when he entered the common room was, "What did 
you do?" in the most accusatory tone he had ever heard. 


"Nothing! What? Why do you think I did something? I didn't do anything!" Severus 
answered, cringing internally. You're usually a better liar than this. 


You've also never had sex. Or almost sex. Did either of those times count as sex? Ugh, he had 
a headache. 


Regulus narrowed his eyes at him. "Why do you smell like a brothel then? Please tell me you 
didn't walk through the entire school smelling like that." 


Severus glanced around the common room at all the interested faces staring unabashedly at 
them in hopes of getting a good show. Severus reached out and grabbed Regulus's sleeve, 
dragging him up the stairs to his dorm. The one good thing about presenting as an omega was 
he got his own dormitory now. No more having to share. 


Severus all but tossed Regulus inside. "Merlin, are you trying to embarrass me?" 


"You're embarrassing yourself! Everyone can smell what you've been up to! Who was it?" 
Regulus tried to lean in for a deeper whiff, but Severus batted his head away. 


"You better not have fucked that mudblood girl!" 

"Don't call her that! If she's a mudblood then I'm a mudblood!" 
"Why are you so obsessed with her! ?" 

"I'm not obsessed!" 


"It was her, wasn't it?" Regulus opened his mouth, trying to scent better, but the mixture of 
Lily and Remus — two scents that no longer existed, now they just smelled like Severus — 
made it impossible for Regulus to detangle it. 


"You were with an alpha," Regulus insisted when Severus shuffled back, arms wrapped 
protectively around his torso as if they could contain the smell. "I want to know who it was." 


Emotions were, frankly, stupid. After giving up on Eileen, the only emotional attachment 
Severus allowed himself was Lily, and look how that had turned out. And yet here he was, 
squirming with the thought he had disappointed Regulus or made him upset in some way. 
Stupid hormones. As much as he hated her, at that moment he couldn't help but think Eileen 
might be on to something. A rolling stone gathers no moss, after all. 


Regulus sensed Severus's turmoil and backed off, lifting his hands in supplication. Severus 
wasn't the only one left emotionally comprised by this bond. It had been a long, long time 
since Walburga had stirred such feelings of kindness and loyalty. Not even biology could 
erase the curses she had so casually flung at him from his memory. "Look, maybe there's 
something more to this Evans girl that I can't entirely see," he offered. "If you bonded with 
her—" 


"I did," Severus said, lifting his chin defiantly. 


Regulus repressed the words that first wanted to fly from his mouth. Mudblood would have 
been among them and Regulus was trying to comfort Severus, not make him more upset. 
"Okay," he said through gritted teeth. "Okay," he said again, this time sounding a little less 
like it was causing him physical pain. "Just... we need at least another alpha, preferably two. 


A stronger alpha, a Pureblood alpha. But one mud— Muggleborn alpha shouldn't affect the 
hive much." Regulus looked over at Severus. He was twitching, and his hair was covering 
most his face. He sighed. "Come here." 


"Wha—?" Severus started to say, but before he could finish the word he found himself 
enveloped in a hug. 


It was... warm. And nice. It reminded him of Lily, when they were kids. She used to be so 
free with her hugs, even though Severus always flinched like it was a surprise, despite 
knowing what was about to happen. She never called him weird for it. Neither did Regulus 
when he felt that full-body shudder go through Severus's frame. He just held on tighter. /f7 
didn't have a hive, I wouldn't have this, Severus thought as he let himself sink into the 
feeling, bringing his own arms up. J could be free, but at what cost? 


The next morning. Severus and Regulus entered the Great Hall together, their thoughts and 
feelings intuned in a way they hadn't been before. Severus didn't know how to describe his 
feelings for Regulus. He was his beta; it was familial, it was tender, maybe even a little 
romantic, it was... there wasn't a word that could fully encapsulate it other than beta. 


He wondered if Regulus felt the same. He touched him more. Taking his arm, touching his 
shoulder, pressing a palm in the middle of his back. The feeling of those touches was almost 
enough to make Severus forget one very important fact— 


A fact he didn't remember until he spotted Remus Lupin sitting with Peter Pettigrew at the 
end of their table. Remus even had the nerve to give him a jaunty little wave. 


"Severus," Regulus slowly said, his eyes narrowing at his frozen omega, his face pale and 
bloodless as he stared at the werewolf. "Want to explain what's going on?" 


Lily, meanwhile, remained blissfully unaware of everything that happened as she blearily 
rubbed her eyes, blinking up into the bright lights of the empty infirmary. She'll have to leave 
first thing unless she wanted to risk Pomfrey discovering the truth of her "stomache." 
Hopefully, Severus had been able to smooth over Regulus Black's ruffled feathers. He'll have 
to get over her blood status eventually; they were hivemates now. Severus had chosen her. 


The curtains had been drawn around her bed and she was about to get up and throw the 
covers off when two shadows rushed past the white, gauzy fabric. Lily ducked back down. 
She couldn't see them through the curtain, but she knew for a fact that neither one was 
Madam Pomfrey. One figure was propping up the other, and it looked like the person was 
shaking head to toe. 


"You'll be fine, you're fine," one shadow whispered. "Just got to get you some potions—" 
"The shaking won't stop," the other said. Rosier? "I'll go mad just like—" 


"You won't. Shut up," the second voice hissed before he cast Alohomora on Pomfrey's potion 
cabinet and started rooting around inside. Lily held her breath as she listened to them, but 


they said nothing else, and eventually — mere minutes before Pomfrey was due to start her 
morning rounds — shuffled out of the hospital wing. 


Curiouser and curiouser. 


Chapter 7 


Hey, guys, sorry about this, but this fic will be deleted in one week, on December 21. I 
wanted to give a heads up in case anyone wanted to download and save it. 


There will a new fic called "The Birds and the Bees" to sort of replace it. I use "sort of" 
because it's not a rewrite, it's actually a collection of 13 one-shots with different types of 
omegaverse based on various animal species including bees, but also cuttlefish, birds of 
paradise, etc. Sorry again! And I hope you guys enjoy the new fic! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


